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Guiltless I am, she did this change provoke

And made that charcoal which to her was oak.

And, as a looking-glass from the aspect,

Whilst it is whole, doth but one face reflect,

But, being crack'd or broken, there are shown          25

Many half-faces, which at first were one,

So love unto my heart did first prefer

Her image, and there planted none but her,

But since 'twas broke and martyr'd by her scorn

Many less faces in her place are born.                       30

THE COMPLEMENT

0 MY dearest, I shall grieve thee,
When I swear (yet, sweet, believe me)
By thine eyes, the tempting book

On which even crabbed old men look,

1  swear to thee, (though none abhor them,)         5
Yet I do not love thee for them.

I do not love thee for that fair

Rich fan of thy most curious hair;

Though the wires thereof be drawn

Finer than the threads of lawn,                         10

And are softer than the leaves

On which the subtle spinner weaves.

I do not love thee for those flowers

Growing on thy cheeks (Love's bowers) ;

Though such cunning them hath spread,            15

None can part their white and red ;

Love's golden arrows thence are shot,

Yet for them I love thee not.

I do not love thee for those soft

Red coral lips I Ve kiss'd so oft;                       20

Nor teeth of pearl, the double guard

To speech, whence music still is heard;

Though from those lips a kiss being taken

Might tyrants melt, and death awaken.

I do not love thee, O my fairest!                       25

For that richest, for that rarest

Silver pillar which stands under

Thy round head, that globe of wonder;